STAGE CONFIDENCES                  83
As the latter raised the wet, suffocating napkin that was to be placed over my face, a short, fat man in the balcony started to his feet, and broke the creepy silence with the shout:—
"Mein Gott in Himmel! vill dey murder her alreaty ?"
Some one tried to pull him down into his seat, but he struck the hand away, crying loudly, " Stob it! stob it, I say! " And while the people rocked back and forth with laughter, an usher led the excited German out, declaring all the way that " A blay vas a blay, but somedings might be dangerous even in a blay! unt dat ting vat he saw should be stobbed alreaty!" Meantime I had quite a little rest on my bed before quiet could be restored and the play proceed.
I have often wondered if any audience in the world can be as quick to see a point as is the New York audience. During my first season in this city there was a play
